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264          LIFE ON  THE STAGE
I !                          coming from the direction of a park bench, sim]
I                            came a sound quite apropos to the situation.
!                                One yellow-haired, plaided and kilted young
lander, whom I came upon in a public garden, jus lifted his head from an explosive kiss on his sweet lips, startled at my presence, flushing red, lifted hi in a half-salute, and at the same moment, in la1
I                             apologetic  confusion,  he — winked  at  me!    Ai
flushing young face was so bonnie, that had I how I believe in my heart I'd have winked bac from sheer good-fellowship and understanding.
In that short season I had one experience, the ory of which makes me pull a wry face to thi I played Juliet to a " woman-Romeo "— a so Romeo, who seemed all French heels, tights, an with Romeo marked "absent." I little dreamed bidding a personal farewell to Shakespeare and t classic drama, as I really was doing.
One other memory of that summer engagemei sticks is of that performance of Boucicault's ' Brown, or the Siege of Lucknow," in which real s acted as supernumeraries, and having been to< treated beforehand and being moved by the pla) became so hot that they attacked the mutineers nc with oaths but with clubbed muskets; and while was flowing and heads being cracked in sickening < on one side of the stage, a sudden wall-rending h derisive laughter rose from that part of the 1 favored by soldiers. I saw women holding progr; close, close to their eyes, and knew by that that thing was awfully wrong.
The Scotch laddies were pouring over the wall, c to the rescue of the starving besieged. I looked ' me. The wall, a stage wall, was cleated down th< die to keep the join there firm, and no less than of the soldiers had had portions of their clothing: <